' Shakb-spiarbs* 

More fliarpe to me then (purring to his fide. 

For that fame gronc doth put this in my mind, 

My greefe lies onward and my ioy behind, 

T Hlis can my louc cxcufc the flow oifFence, 

Ofmy dull bearer^when from thcel fpeed, 

Frorn where thou art,why fhoulld 1 haft nie thence. 

Till I rcturne of porting is noe need. 

O wliat cxcufe will my poorc heart then find. 

When fwift extremity can feeme but flow, ^ 

Then fliould I (purre though mounted on the wind. 

In winged (peed no motion fliall f know. 

Then can no horfe with my defire keepe pace. 

Therefore defirc(^ of perfects loue being madc^ 

Shall naigh noe dullflefli in his fiery race. 

But Ioue,for louc>thus fliall cxcufe my iade. 

Since from thee going. he went wilfullflow. 

Towards thee ilc run,and giue him Icaue to gee. 

S O am I as the rich whofe ^leflcd key, 

Can bring him to his fwcet vp-lockcd treafure. 

The which he w ill not euVy hower furuay. 

For blunting the fine point of feldome plcafurc. 
Therefore are fcafts fo follemne and fo rare. 

Since fildom comming in the long ycare ftt. 

Like ftones of W’orth they thinly placed arc, . 

Or captainc lewcUs in the carconet. 

So is the time that kcepcs you as my chert. 

Or as the ward-robe which the robe doth hide. 

To make fomc Ipcciall inrtaut ipeciall bicft. 

By new vnfoulding his imprilon’d pride. 

Blcfled are you whole w'orthineffe giucs skope. 
Being had to try umph, being lack t to hope. 

^ W Hat is your fubftance, whereof arc you made, 

^ ^ That millions of ftrange fliaddowcs on you tend? 
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r Since cuery one, hath eueryonc,onefliade, 

< And you but one, can eucry fliaddow lend: 

Peferibe fiAdonis and the counterfet, 

Is poorcly immitated after you, 

On Hdlefis checkc all art ofbeautie 
And you in Grecian tires arc painted new: 

Speake of the rpring,and foyzon of the yearc. 

The one doth fliaddow of your beautic fliow, 

The other as your bountic doth appeare, 

And you in euery blefled fliapc w^e know. 

In all cxtcrnall grace you haue fome parc^ 

But you like none, none you for conftant heart. 
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O H how much more doth beautic bcantious feeme. 
By that fweet ornament which truth doth giue, 

( ThcRofclookesfairc, but fairer w^c it deeme 
^ For that fweet odor,w hich doth in it liuc: 

The Canker bloomcshauc full as deepc a die, 

As the perfumed cinfttirc ofthc Rofes, 

Hang on fuch thornes,and play as wantonly. 

When fommers breath their masked buds dirtlofes: 

But for their virtue only is their fliow'. 

They liue vnwoo'd, and vnrcfpc<rted fade. 

Die to themfclucs . Sweet Roles doc not fo, 

Gf their fweet deathes, are fweetefl odors made: 

And fo of you,bcautious and louely youth, 

When that fhall vade,by verfe diftils your truth. 
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N Ot marble, nor the guilded monument, 

Ofl^rinces fliall out-liue this powrefull rime^ ^ 

But you fliall fliine more bright In thefe contents 
Then vnfw'cpt ftone, bcfinccr’d with fluttifh time* 
When waftefuU warre fliall oucr-turne. 

And broiles rcotc cut the w'orke of mafonry. 

Nor A. ars his fw’ord, nor warres quick fire fcall burne i 
The lining record ofyour memory. ^ 
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